belong to the old aristocracy, it seems. I have got over
feeling hurt on this point* If one is going to have a child,
as I am, then there are only two possibilities. One is
either ashamed—or one is proud of it. I—am proud. Tell
me, dear Kranich, that I have a certain amount of right
to be so ? Sometimes I think of young mothers who
nestle like warm and broody birds in their nests, with
footstools and cushions for thek backs and tit-bits and
pink muslin and solicitous husbands. And if I am not to
become bitter and envious, then I must rely on my own
resources and be proud. I am earning my baby, I am
fighting for it, suffering for it. Sometimes I have as
great a feeling of strength in me as if I were the fat
woman at the October fair. It is curious, I seem to tell
you more and more about the child and less and less about
my work. Do not imagine that I am lazy. On the con-
trary I am working with a kind of feverishness, often I
don't have any lunch, but stick in the laboratory until
the last minute. My pyrazol derivatives give rise to
knotty problems, and the Geheimrat has not made them
too easy for me. But FU manage it, FU manage it. Last
week, I was stuck, couldn't do anything, one experiment
after another going wrong, and I felt as if my head was
all the time up against a wall. And see—now the wall
Jhas given way and my head has gone through. I can see
daylight in my work. All the same—I shan't be finished
before February. Time flies, flies. Sometimes I look at
the little hour-glasses that we use in the laboratory and
marvel. The sand runs so slowly and thinly through
them and yet time flies away with me like a bolting horse*
And I am beginning to become a public eyesore, a wad-
dling unpleasantness, a scandal for the whole Institute*
Every day I expect the Geheimrat to forbid me to attend
the lectures and the practical work in this condition.
He always looks me up and down with such fierce eyes

